160    MAXIMILIAN THE DREAMER
For six days and nights it snowed without ceasing, so that within the camp it reached almost the height of a man, while the moat and ditches round the walls of Mirandola were frozen two feet thick, so that the heavy cannon could be brought quite close without breaking the ice. Pope Julius was now in the besieging camp> and he took the greatest delight in watching his artillery battering at the walls until two great breaches had been made. The bombarding went on for three weeks, and the gallant defenders began to lose all hope. During all the bitter weather the warrior Pope had been giving orders everywhere, almost under fire, wearing armour outside his priestly dress.
Within the walls, the Countess had been a match for him in spirit and valour, and not until the fortifications were nearly battered down did she yield to the advice of the most gallant soldiers of her garrison, and surrender her citadel. Julius determined to make the most of his victory, and he refused to take possession of the conquered city in the ordinary way, by riding in at the head of his forces through the gate. He caused a bridge to be thrown across the frozen moat, and clambered in through a breach in the walls. According to the stipulation, the brave Countess was free to depart, and the Pope himself escorted her politely out of the city she had so fiercely defended.
When the news reached Ferrara of the fall of Mirandola, Duke Alfonso expected an immediate attack on his capital, and therefore destroyed the bridge he had built across the Po, and prepared toty.is XII made the next move in the game by con-tttiltt, ami    you, but, aA they
